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called Lcues Labor's loft* 


Thoubidft me bcgge, this begging is not ftrange, 

Rofi. Play Mufique then : nay you mull do it foone. • 
Not yet no clauncc* thus change I like the Moone. 

Kin. Wil you not daunce?How come you thus eftranged? 
Ro. You tooke the moone at ful,but now fhee’s changed? 
King. Yecftill'fhei* cheMoone,andI the Man. 

IRpfii The mufique playes,vouchfafe fome motion to it, 
Our eares vouchfafe it* 

King. But your legges fhould doit. 

Rofi Since you are Grangers, and come here by change, 
Wcele not be nice,take handes,we will not daun^e. 

King. Why take we handes then? 

Rofi, Onelytopartfriendes. 

Curtfie fweete hartes,and fo the Meafure endes , 

King* More mealure of this meafue be not nice, 

Rofi. We can a floor d no more atfuch a price* 

Kmg. Prife you your fclues:What buy es your company? 
Rofi. Yourabfenceonely, 

Kmg. Thatcanneuerbe. 

Rofi. Then cennotwebe bought j and To adue, 

T wice to your Vilore,and halfe once to you. 

King . Ifyou dcnieto daunce,lets holde more chat* 

Rofi. In priuat then. 

King.. I am befl: pleafd with that. 

"Rerow. White handedMiftres,one fweet word with thefc 
Quee. Honie,and Milke,and Suger 5 there is three. 
x Ber.. Nay then two treycs,an ifyou grow fo nice, 
Mcthegline, Wort, and Malmfey; well runne dice* 
There’s halfe a dofen fweetes, 

Quee. Seuenth fweete ac{ue, finceyoucan cogg 3 
11c play no more with you, 

Ber. One word in fecret* 

Quee. Let it not be fweete, 

2?m> . Thou greeueft my galL 
Qua, Gall, bitter, 

' Bere. Therefore mcete. 

Daman. Will you vouchfafe with me to jhangc a vvord? 
Maria.. Name it*. ■ \ 


Duma. Faire Ladie. 

Mar, Say you fo?Faire Lord, take that for your faire Lady 
Duma. Pleafe it you. as much in priuat, & ile bid adieu, 
Maria. Whar,was.your vizard made without a tongue? 
Long. I know the realon(Lady)why you afke, 

Mari. O tor your re a Ton, quickly fir, I long? 

Long. You haue a double tongue within your Malke, 
And would afforde my fpeachlcs vizard halfe. 

Mar. Veale quoth the Dutch-man: isnot veale a Calfe? 

» Long. A Calfe faire Ladie. f 

<JMar. No,a faire Lorde Calfe. 

Long. Let’s part the word? 
cJWar.' No, Ile not be your halfe; 

Take all and weane it,itmay proue an Oxe, 

Lon. Loke how you butt your felfe in thefe fliarpe mocks. 
Will you giue homes chaft’LadyPdo not fo. 

<JMar. Then die a Calfe, before your homes do grow.. 
Long. One word in priuace with you ere I die. 
dJMar. Bleat foftly then,the Butcher heares you crie, 

' Boyet . Thetdrigues of mocking Wenches areas kecne 
As is the Rafors edge inuifible : 

Cutting a fmaller haire then may be feene, 

Ahoue the fence offence fo fenfible, 

Seemeth their conference, their conceitcs haue winges. 
Fleeter then Arrowes, bullets wind thought fwifter thinges, 
Rofi. Not one word more my Maides,break off, break off»- 
Bero. By heauen,all drie beaten with pure fcoffe, 

Kmg. Farewel mad Wenches, you haue fimple wits. Ext*. 
j Quee. Twentie adieus my frozen Muskouits, 

Are thefe the breede of Wits fo wondered at? 

Boye. T apers they are w'ith your fweete breaths puft out, 

. Rofi. Wel-liking Wits they haue grofle grofTe, fat far* 
Quee. Opouettiein wit,Kingly poore flout. 

Will they nor(thinkc you) hange them felues to nyght? 

Or euer but in vizards fhew their faces. 

This pert Berotyne was out of countnance quite, 

Rofi. They were all in lamentable cafes, 

The King was weeping ripe for a good word. 

Ji Queen i 
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